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"Well? How do you feel, my darling?" she asked.
"You know, Anna," he said in a low voice, "I have not
been sleeping for three hours, and I have been thinking all
this time. It is obvious to me that I will die today."
"My darling, why do you think that? You are better now,
you are not bleeding any longer, a 'stopper* has probably
formed, as Kochlakov said. For God's sake, don't torment
yourself with doubts; I assure you, you will live!"
"No, I know it, I must die today. Light a candle, Anna,
and give me the Gospel."
Often, when unable to make a decision, Dostoevsky
opened at random the old Bible he had brought from the
penitentiary, and read the first lines he saw. This time again
he took the thick book bound in black leather and handed it
to his wife, saying, "Read."
"It is the Gospel according to St. Matthew, chapter III,
verse 14," said Anna Grigorievna, and she read, "I have need
to be baptized of thee, yet comest thou to me? And Jesus an-
swering said unto him, Suffer it to be so now, for thus it be-
cometh us to fulfill all righteousness."
Feodor Mikhailovich smiled.
"You have heard," he said, "Suffer it to be so now. That
means I will die."
Anna Grigorievna burst into tears, and he comforted her.
Then he fell asleep holding his wife's hand in his. He awak-
ened at eleven in the morning, sat up and had a brief hem-
orrhage.
"Poor darling, I leave you so worried. . . . How difficult
it will be for you to live!"
He summoned his children to give them his last counsels.
"Have absolute trust in God, and never despair of His par-
don. I love you, but my love is nothing in comparison with